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Before the harvest was over I had become a part of the
family I obeyed orders, learned to share my possessions and
windfalls, could hold my own with my brother and, above all,
I had learned the folly of lying or denial If I had done some-
thing and my father said to me, cDid you do so-and-so^* I
would promptly say, 'Yes, father * Then I took what as
promptly came to me, but I learnt, too, that the truth often
paid a kind of compensatory discount, for he would often
give such credit for the truth as to spare the punishment

But though I was of the family I was also always curiously
apart, for my whole background and my way of looking at
things was vastly different, and it was years before their
commonplaces had ceased to be for me both experience and
wonder I was always, too, more self-contained and aloof
Those years in London in the company of two elderly people
had made me a lonely and a somewhat precocious child, and
even in Breckland I retained interests which none could share
Books I devoured, and I was not gregarious My idea of
perfect happiness was when I had an hour or two of my own
and could take my book to the heath and he hidden in the
bracken or on the needles beneath a clump of pines

My London refinements of speech soon went and within
a year I was speaking a dialect that brought pained reproofs
from my mother Even to this day I claim that were I not
to shave for a week and were then to don an old suit and
muffler, I could pass in a pub for a drover or dealer I take
a pride in that No man, as I see it, is of his county or shire
who has not in htm the love and sense of the speech of his
common folk Let him keep his English for those who
expect it, as he does a best suit, but among his neighbours
and those whose roots, like his, run deep in native soil, let
him speak as they do and feel a pride in the occasion

When discipline was relaxed and we were virtuous from a
spell of well-doing, home for us children was a lovely place
We were hospitable people and it was rarely on winter nights
that some neighbour did not drop in My brother and I wete
allowed to stay up later than the girls, and when we at last
went to bed we could still hear each word firom downstairs,
for our room lay above the living-room Quiet old Ben Dew
came in every night when he was in charge of the woods,
and Peacock was tegular, and Charlie Matthews with his
infectious laugh, the mere sound of which made us wriggle